TOM (in gentle surprise) : My dear !

[She avoids his eye ; she avoids everybodys eye.

EDITH : What is the Dreird ?

SARAH (her eyes still cast down) : It's a necklace__

made of turquoise. It's very pretty and very,

very old. It belonged to Minnie. It was in her

family for centuries, and she gave it to me for a

wedding present.

EDITH : Then why not wear that ?

SARAH (quietly but stubbornly) : No.

TOM : Edith's right, my dear. It would just do.

SARAH : No.

TOM : But you used to like it when we were

first married ?

MINNIE : And she doesn't now. Can't you let

the bairn alone ?

TOM (a little querulous) : But it does need a touch

of blue.

MINNIE :   Then you can   buy her some sap-
phires,

TOM : Do you think I'm made of money, woman ?

MINNIE   :   It's  a  puzzle  to  me   what   you're

made of.

EDITH : Why not wear a wreath of blue flowers ?

SARAH (throwing off the spell) : Yes, a wreath, a

wreath ! Here, look !

[She plucks a tall stem of larkspur from a specimen
vase, and, bending it into a small circle, she pins
it at a jaunty Pompadour angle to her soft hair.

EDITH (irrelevantly, as she gets up) : You're a lucky

girl. (It is almost a sigh.)

SARAH : I am. And so is Tom.
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